CHAPTER XVII
JANE and David Granet were seated next morn-
ing opposite to one another at one of the stone bal-
cony tables of the Colombe d'Or, the famous Old
World restaurant at St. Paul. A light breeze was
stealing down from the mountains in the back-
ground, bending back the leaves of the orange and
olive trees, rustling every now and then like ghostly
footsteps in the pines. The sky overhead was a fault-
less blue. It was only in the far distance that there
were little flecks of white cloud, a gossainerlike
boundary to the rich, glowing landscape. The um-
brella directly above Jane and Granet was scarcely
sufficient protection from the midday sun. The tan-
talizing puffs of wind with their faint suggestion of
the distant snows were like little breaths from Para-
dise-
Jane laid down the menu which had been placed
in her hand.
"Anything that they choose to bring," she mur-
mured. "Except that I am hungry it seems almost
desecration to eat. What a divine place!3*
"You are saved the task of ordering, anyway/*
Granet said. "This is not a restaurant de luxe. They
give you what they have, and that is always the same:
hors d'oeuvres of fresh vegetables, the only intrusion
being the sardine; trout from the stream below;